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HER XMAS PRESENT
Chapter 1
OLIVIA
“Hey, city slicker.” I wrapped my arms tightly around Ty, instantly feeling the warmth of his hard body against me. I fought the desire building in all my intimate places, trying instead to stay focused on welcoming home my best friend two days before Christmas.
“Damn, I’ve missed you.” He eagerly returned my embrace, lifting my feet off the floor. 
“Stop before you throw your back out!” I swatted at his arms.
He laughed, kissing my cheek as he planted my feet back on the welcome mat. He pulled back, his brown eyes piercing my own. “I’ve missed you, Olivia.” His voice was solemn, endearingly sincere.
“Not more than I’ve missed you.” I gave him a shy smile, unsure of where the awkwardness was coming from.
This was Tyler Russell: my best friend since kindergarten; the boy who beat up kids for picking on me about my chub, the boy who scouted for lizards, frogs and worms over an entire summer once, the boy who dared me to do more things than I ever would have done on my own. 
Of course, he wasn’t a boy anymore. He’d grown into a sexy-as-sin man that I wanted to do all sorts of naughty things to. He stood just over six feet tall, a fine hunk of solid, lean muscle; his short, dark brown hair was spiked upwards, styled to perfection like always. His clothes were a far cry from my frumpy attire, drawing attention to his delicious frame before your eyes moved up to his beautiful, perfectly balanced features. His nose was well-defined, and he had a strong, sharp jaw; yet, there was a certain softness to his features that always gave him a youthful appearance; although, his brown eyes and pouty lips erased any illusion of innocence. He fed every woman between the lines with his signature smirk or the devilish sparkles in his eyes. The boastful lines he fed every woman were punctuated by his signature smirk and the devilish radiance in his eyes. 
Unfortunately, I was never one of those women that he flirted with wholeheartedly. He looked at me more like his sister, rather than a potential girlfriend; that was, if he could even get past my excess stuffing. He usually dated thinner women; women who were cute and petite. I was the complete opposite of petite, wearing a size twenty-two, and far from cute, with almost thirty candles on my birthday cake.
A breeze rustled between us in the doorway, sending a chill through me. I shivered, taking a quick step back. Despite the two layers of socks protecting my toes and the oversized, flannel pajama pants and thick hoodie covering my plus size body, I was still cold. I’d always been that way though. I would hate to see how cold I’d get without my extra layer of fat that doubled as added insulation.
He stepped over the threshold, closing the door behind him. Black jeans elongated his athletic figure. A black sweater under a grey wool jacket with a red scarf gave him the appearance of an Abercrombie & Fitch model. Tyler had always been a pretty boy. If I didn’t know and love him, I’d be intimidated to talk to him; he was that beautiful to me. I never stopped wanting him throughout these last ten years.
My heart definitely suffered when he moved to the city a year ago, because when he went a few towns over to finish his law degree, he returned every weekend…but not this time. Now, the city was several hours away instead of just one, and my life hadn’t been the same without him. I knew he didn’t love me the same way I loved him, and I didn’t want to risk our friendship by revealing my true feelings; twenty-four years was too long to throw away. Yet, knowing this didn’t lighten the weight I felt on my chest each time I talked to him. 
His gaze swept over me. “You look good, Lib.” He stuffed his hands in his pockets.
“Stop.” I rolled my eyes and headed for the kitchen to make some hot chocolate.
“Your parents’ house is just how I remember it.” He took off his scarf and jacket, tossing them over the back of the couch before following me.
“Did you expect everything to change while you were away?”
He watched me for a minute as I stirred the milk and cream on the stove. “I hope not.” There was something in his voice, something wistful yet broken that stopped me in my tracks.
I set the wooden spoon down and faced him; unable to bite my tongue any longer. My heart broke as the distance that used to physically be between us seemed to have carried and transplanted itself in my house. We were together, but it didn’t feel like old times.
“What’s wrong, Ty? You’re not yourself right now.”
Chapter 2
TYLER
Shit. I was hoping she wouldn’t notice. Damn. I should have known she would. Libby knew me better than anyone else; better than my own family.
My time away from her only showed me just how much I loved her, and not in a best friend sort of way. Somehow, over the years, my love for her had turned intimate. My dreams went from a laughing Libby throwing mud balls at me to a sexy, sensual Libby doing an erotic strip tease for me.
Seeing her now made the visual flash vividly in the forefront of my mind.
Her ample curves had always been a draw for men since we’d been out of high school. Because men, not boys, know how to handle a real woman’s body; and damn, did I want to handle hers!
Fuck. I shifted my legs, trying to ease the ache in my groin; but with her big, doe eyes gazing up at me innocently, her lips slightly puckering as she studied me intently and her powerfully alluring breasts rising and falling with each breath, I was fucked.
I looked away, scrubbing my forehead. Her parents’ house had been a gathering place for us growing up since she was an only child and my five brothers were annoying as shit. After her dad - then her mom - passed, I was happy she inherited their house, but not for the reason I ought to be. It was because I could so easily picture us raising our own children here. 
I could already hear the pitter-patter of little feet running across the hardwood floors of the ranch style home. During the holidays, garland would be hung around the fireplace with touches of Christmas warmth throughout the rest of the space like it was now; the Christmas tree would welcome everyone through the large front window like it did me tonight, though it would be stockpiled with presents beneath it…unlike now. When the children were in bed, I would hold her in my arms on the sofa by the warm fire as we gazed at the snow–capped, country landscape outside. This home held memories, these walls held love; this house had everything that I wanted in it, including the woman standing in front of me.
I’d always thought of myself as a forever bachelor. But damn if I didn’t want to marry Libby; I was humbled by my desire to have children with her, to grow old with her. They always tell you to marry your best friend; that’s exactly what Libby is to me. A year away didn’t change that. It actually forced me to admit my feelings to myself after so many years of denial. I truly wanted her, and no amount of time or distance would change that.
“Ty? You’re worrying me.” I heard the concern in her voice.
I just stared back in response. Her dark, brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her soft, round face. Her brows pulled together in the center as she studied me.
I smiled at her. I couldn’t help it. She was radiant. She was curvy and feminine, caring and selfless. I leaned against the counter, turning on the charm. “I’m good, baby. How are you?” I wagged my brows.
She cut her eyes at me. “You!” She slapped me with a potholder before turning back to the steaming pot.
I bit my lip as I got a good view of her curvaceous bottom. Two hands would never be enough to hold that. I would never lack places to fondle, lick, kiss and explore, when it came to Libby. Every night with her would be a new discovery, an adventure…I was damn close to jumping her right now, to get started.
I tugged at the crotch of my jeans, attempting to give my swollen cock some breathing room. I didn’t find any relief, especially when she bent over to grab a glass bowl from one of the bottom cupboards.
Chapter 3
OLIVIA
I set the glass bowl on the counter and dumped some crumbled chocolate, cocoa powder and sugar into it. I combined the ingredients by hand before slowly adding them into the milk and cream, stirring the liquid continuously as the new ingredients melted into it.
I glanced over my shoulder at Ty, taken aback by the pained expression on his face. My stomach twisted. Something wasn’t right. We were usually fun, borderline flirtatious, with each other. The laughter and conversation never stopped between us; yet, here we were, standing in silence after not seeing each other for almost a year.
I gave the brew one final stir before turning off the stove. Unable to hold back, particularly at seeing the strain on Ty’s beautiful face, I focused on him. I leaned against the counter, watching him watching me from the other side. “Talk to me before I start blackmailing you.” I crossed my arms over my chest, getting firm with him.
“With what?” He lightened immediately, his signature smirk lifting his lips to one side.
I playfully cut my eyes at him. “I have my sources.”
“Uh huh.”
“Seriously though, talk to me.”
His eyes darkened as he stared at me across the counter. “Let’s talk about you.”
Talk about an abrupt subject change.
“I heard you went on a few dates with Kurt Bayer. Why didn’t you tell me?”
“Is that what this is all about?”
“Just answer the question.” He stiffened, boring his eyes into me.
Damn my heart for sprinting a little at the demand in his tone. “It was nothing. He was trying to make Kelly Ann jealous, was hoping she would take him back.” I shrugged. “It didn’t work, but we’re just friends. I could never look at Kurty Jerky as more.” I giggled remembering his nickname from high school.
Ty visibly relaxed. “You two would be an…odd couple.” He chuckled.
“We wouldn’t be that bad. Although, I don’t think I could ever get used to his year round appetite for deer jerky.” I scrunched my nose.
“Well, I know what to get you for Christmas.”
“No, you’re much classier than that. I can always count on you for a half-way decent gift.”
“Half-way decent?” He pressed his hand over his heart dramatically.
I rolled my eyes. “Whipped cream or marshmallows?” I gestured to the steaming pot as I grabbed two mugs from a cabinet nearby.
“Since when do we use whipped cream?”
I rolled my shoulders. “You ran off to the city. I didn’t know if your palate was going to return sophisticated.” I smiled, coyly, unable to keep from riling him.
“Such big words for a country girl.”
I spun around, threw my hands on my hips, and lifted my chin upwards. “I could run words with you any day, city boy.”
“Bring it on.” He wiggled his fingers in a come-hither motion.
“I have to finish your beverage first, monsieur.” The final word rolled off my tongue with a French accent.
“That’s right, lady. I’m the king of this castle tonight. I expect to be serviced and served.” He wagged his brows suggestively.
“Watch it, mister. Keep that tone up and all the marshmallows will end up in my cup.”
He threw his hands up in surrender. “You win.”
We laughed, our tension finally slipping away.
“So how was the city? I was surprised you got the holidays off your first year with the firm.” I pulled the ladle from the drawer and began transferring the chocolate brew into two mugs.
“Overrated. I miss the quiet out here. I even miss my obnoxious family.” He paused for a moment. “I miss you.” His tone was low, thick with emotion.
I stopped as I grabbed the bag of marshmallows from the pantry. I gave him a wistful smile. “I missed you too, Ty.”
He trailed his fingers along the countertop. “How are things at the store?”
“Surprisingly busy. I finally got around to creating an inventory system that will allow us to accept used books. So, customers buy a book, read it, then return it for a fraction of their money; I get to make a new profit on it by reselling it and they get a discount on a new book. It’s working beautifully.”
“That’s awesome, Lib. Have you looked into offering stuff online too?”
I shook my head, returning to the steaming mugs by the stove. “Not yet. We’ve had more than enough customers lately. This is my first night off in three weeks.” I dropped a hand full of marshmallows into each cup, closed the bag and set it aside.
“Are you making close to what you deserve yet?”
“Depends.” I knew my eyes were shimmering with mischief, as I handed him his cup. “What am I worth?” I lifted a brow, fighting to hold back a smile.
He didn’t hesitate. “You’re worth the moon’s weight in gold, baby.” He winked.
“Smooth. No wonder the ladies keep falling for you.” I walked back to the living room and collapsed on the sofa with my beverage firmly between my hands.
He followed, sitting beside me. He toed off his shoes and kicked his feet up on the oversized, wood coffee table; he held his drink in one hand while the other comfortably stretched across the back of the couch, behind me.
“Were your parents excited to see you?” I blew into my mug, the marshmallows separating just enough to allow the steam to escape.
He looked away, taking a sip of his drink. “Mmm. I always loved your hot chocolate.”
I narrowed my eyes on him. “Tyler Brandon Russell! How could you not stop and see your parents? Your mom is going to have a fit.” I shook my head incredulously.
He set his drink down on the coffee table.
My heart kicked up as he directed his full attention on me. With one hand, he brushed a few strands of my hair back, allowing his fingers to glide through my locks as he leaned into me. He gazed into my eyes, his lips hovering an inch from mine. Every breath he exhaled tickled my skin, sending shockwaves through me. “I missed you.”
I could only watch him with bated breath. He was so close. I noticed every striation in his eyes, the varying stripes in hues of honey, chocolate and bark. His body heat radiated off of him, enveloping me in his warmth.
He captivated me, holding me in place with his intense stare. I felt him take my mug and heard him set it on the coffee table, but his eyes never strayed; his lips never moved.
I swallowed hard, my pussy fluttering with anticipation. Fuck. I wanted to close the distance between us, so badly, but I didn’t dare. I couldn’t.
He thrust his fingers deeper into my tresses, his other hand skimming up my thigh before curling around my hip. Every second seemed like an hour, as I watched and waited.
His grip tightened on my hip as he jerked me against him. “I’m going to kiss you, Libby.”
His lips moved the last inch, before pressing against mine. I swore angels sung in the distance as his soft, pliable flesh danced with my mouth’s agreeable succulence. There was no urgency to his touch, but damn there was heat. Every flick of his tongue along my lips seared my skin and sent pleasure pulsating through me, leaving an insatiable desire in its wake. 
I met his moves equally, grazing my tongue along his. He tasted sweet, decadent; he was a dessert I could never get sick of eating.
His hands moved along my back. With a single movement of his wrists, I was in his lap, forced to fully lean against his hard body.
My nipples pebbled, my pussy wept as his thick shaft pressed against my center. His lips teased me, tantalizing me like a preview; his hands were in control, bending and molding my body against him the way he wanted me to be.
I ached. Damn, did I ache!
I wanted to rip off his clothes and beg him to fuck me. Either that or I wanted to kick him out, so I could take care of myself. My brain was fogged, lost in the gentle caress of his lips, the firm press of his body, and the irresistible outline of his hard cock.
I felt wanton. He wasn’t rushing, yet my breathing became more labored by the second. I was riding the line of danger. He was kissing me, but he wasn’t undressing me.
Mentally, I began to pull back. I didn’t want to get hurt. I must be misinterpreting him. Maybe he was merely curious. I mean, how many guys have been friends with a girl for twenty-four years, but never kissed them? 
I slowly began to untangle myself from him. I was sure I had been crushing him and wanted to allow his lungs to expand now that I was holding my own weight. I carefully drew away from his lips. It was the hardest thing I’d ever done. My heart cracked, my soul cried, as I opened my eyes and sat back on the sofa a few inches down from him.
I struggled to control my breathing, staring off to the left at the front door. I couldn’t bring myself to face him just yet.
I heard him sit up and adjust himself beside me. I could easily picture him licking his supple lips…they were the perfect size: not too big and not too small, and they’d molded perfectly to mine…he molded perfectly to me.
I silently chastised myself. I couldn’t help but think about how amazing it felt when our bodies pressed together. I didn’t want to be reminded of the firm command of his hands against my hips and back as he drew me into him. It was killing me to remember the way his tongue teased my mouth. But I couldn’t get control of my feelings…and my body was still reacting.
My pussy trembled, and my womb tightened with need; my breasts were growing heavier by the second as my nipples strained against the fabric of my bra. I pressed my thighs together, seeking some sort of relief. Though, I found none. 
Torture. That’s what I got from my best friend tonight.
Chapter 4
TYLER
I watched her as she squirmed in her seat. The problem was that I couldn’t tell if it was from nerves or because she wanted more.
Damn it. She tasted like heaven. I tried to take my time and savor every ounce of her, fully enjoying the enticing sensuality of her sweet mouth. It wasn’t enough though.
The craving I had for her settled in my groin; my cock stretched up towards my stomach, begging for release. My pulse started to pound, my heart was racing, as I sat like an inept fool, unsure of what to do next.
I wanted her. At first, I thought she wanted me too. But then she shied away.
Shit! This wasn’t how it was supposed to be.
I couldn’t sit back and do nothing. I needed to know definitively: one way or another.
I pressed my index finger against her plush cheek, turning her face to me.
My cock throbbed, as she gave me a reticent smile: an innocent smile that dangerously taunted my libido. “Talk to me, baby.”
“I was thinking we could watch National Lampoon’s Christmas Vacation. I can make some popcorn then we can eat half and string half, just like we used to do. The Christmas tree could probably use a bit more decoration.”
“That’s not what I meant, Lib.”
She averted her gaze. “I’m not sure what else to say.”
“Then I’ll talk.” I reluctantly dropped my hand to her thigh, taking a deep breath and fighting for control to keep from squeezing it. “I want you, Libby; as more than a best friend. I want you in my arms, against my lips and in my bed…every night. I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”
Her eyes widened, as her focus returned to me. Uncertainty knotted her brows, twisting her features.
“I’ve fought my feelings for years. It took me moving away, essentially losing you, to face the truth. I hope you feel the same or are at least open to giving us a try, but if not, please tell me now. Tell me you don’t want me that way…and I’ll turn on the movie, while you make popcorn; we can eat and string the rest of the night, and I swear I’ll never bring it up again.”
My heart thundered in my chest. Damn this shit was intense. I’d never laid my heart out for anyone before. Women poured their hearts out to me, and I dismissed them every time. If Libby rejected me, I couldn’t be mad. In many ways, I probably had it coming. But, fuck, it would tear me to fucking bits.
I sat, anxiously watching. Every second that ticked by, without a reaction from her, felt like an eternity.
Chapter 5
OLIVIA
My mind was racing, unable to process his stark admission. I couldn’t have heard him right, otherwise that would mean he felt the same way as me. Could a sexy, yummy hunk of a man, like him, really be attracted to an overstuffed mess like me? About the only thing I had going for me was my blemish-free complexion. That wasn’t much of a consolation, considering I had hips that were probably the same size around as I was tall. While I had a big butt, it wasn’t a Kardashian derrière. I have flaws…many, many flaws…imperfections that would never hold up against Tyler’s model good looks.
Yet, even with that very obvious fact glaring at me, I couldn’t deny my heart. I wanted him. That kiss more than sealed the deal for me. It proved every emotion I’d questioned over the years, every feeling I’d tried to deny.
He began to fidget beside me, a sign of anxiety on his part. It was rare that Tyler showed signs of distress. He was a lawyer; he was the epitome of calm, cool and collected: at all times.
I gave him a coy smile. “Would you be willing to wear a bow and lay under the tree?” 
He smiled wide, his eyes dancing with delight as he breathed a sigh of relief. “Anything you want, baby.” He captured my lips, hooking a hand around my neck to control the angle and depth as he took me.
My body sizzled, awareness awakening in every part of me.
A shiver ran down my spine, heat pooling low in my stomach as he growled against my lips, shoving me backwards onto the sofa. He slithered over me, his free hand touching, grabbing, every part of me with frantic desperation.
His cock pressed firmly against my epicenter, sending an intense desire straight to my pussy. He slid his hand beneath my hoodie.
My lips parted as his tongue entered my mouth; I gasped as he jerked my bra aside, freeing one breast. Sensational pleasure, radiated from my core, as he rubbed his thumb back and forth across my sensitive nipple. I couldn’t hold back my moan as an intense yearning swelled within me.
Years of dreaming, years of craving him, were finally becoming reality. 
I shoved my hands beneath his sweater, caressing the hard plains of his stomach and chest muscles before pushing the material up. He broke away briefly to remove this obstacle, tossing it onto the floor somewhere.
His dark, hungry eyes consumed me. He didn’t hide anything, and there was no way that I could deny his feelings for me any longer. It was all there, laid out before me. He wanted me.  “Let’s go to your bedroom, so I can do this right.” His lips were swollen from tangling with mine.
His gaze slid down, traveling over my voluptuous body.  He trailed his fingers down the center of me, pausing to draw a circle with his fingers just above my mound before continuing downward. He pressed hard against my pussy, ensuring his fingers sliced through every layer of fabric to reach my sensitive folds.
A whimper escaped me, as my hips uncontrollably lifted to meet his desire. 
His hand moved up, slipping between me and the sofa. He grabbed my ass, forcefully, my body shuddering in response to his dominance. “I don’t want to have to punish you the first night, baby.”
I puckered my lips, creasing my brows. “Punish me? There is no way in hell you are going to punish me.”
His eyes twinkled at the challenge, his smirk gleefully returning. “We’ll see about that.”
He abruptly stood, pulling me up with him. He immediately wrapped his arms around me from behind, nuzzling his face in my neck as he steered me towards my bedroom. “Baby, the things I want to do to your lush body are purely sinful. Before the end of the night, you’ll be screaming my name and begging for more.”
I felt heat fill my cheeks, even as I mocked him. “Cockiness doesn’t make girls come, city slicker.”
He kicked the door shut behind us and spun me in his arms. “You’re gonna beg mercilessly. I can already tell.”
Half of me wanted to start pleading with him already; the other half wanted to push his buttons and see just how far he would carry this.
He seized my lips, halting any smack I could have verbally tossed. His lips were harder this time; there was a tight edge to his touch. I was used to the laid back, quick-witted boy I grew up with. I wasn’t familiar with the animalistic drive he was unleashing on me. He revved my engine; his powerful pursuit made my pussy purr and my nipples ache. There was nothing sexier than a man in charge. And I knew of no sexier man than Tyler.
He removed my hoodie, carelessly dropping it on the floor. A second later, my bra was falling away from my shoulders and sliding down my arms. Cold air wafted over me, eliciting an uninvited shiver.
He cupped my face, gently kissing the tip of my nose. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll warm you up quickly.”
I slid my hands over his abs and up to his chest. I passed my fingers over his small, taut nipples.
He clenched his jaw, his nostrils flaring in response.
I gave him a devilish grin before lightly pinching them.
He growled like a wild beast, pulling me into his arms. I yelped, as he picked me up and tossed me backwards onto the bed. His body covered me right away, his lips pressing against mine. “You are going to pay for that.”
He continued to kiss me, slowly fanning my flame and increasing my appetite for him. I gripped his thick biceps as he leveraged himself on his elbows to keep from overwhelming me. Having his strength within my grasp felt amazing; it was a lure, in and of itself.
He cradled my breasts in his strong hands, caressing them tenderly, reverently. He took his time building the intensity beyond anything I could have fathomed.
His body pressed into mine from the waist down, pinning me in place. His mouth was patient, while still potently teasing my own. Heat surged within my veins, pumping my blood faster, sending my pulse racing. My pussy tingled, filling with heat, as he continued to knead my breasts.
I pushed up with my hips, but the weight of his body stopped me from truly rising. I gripped his arms and felt his muscles flexing and rolling beneath my palms, but he didn’t budge. 
He continued his methodical exploration of my chest, avoiding my nipples, as he tasted every part of my mouth, thoroughly kissing me into a frenzy. “You’re so hot when you get antsy.” I felt him smiling against my lips. 
Suddenly, his fingers brushed across my taut nipples, and my chest was ravished with bliss. I groaned as I pressed my hips into his, and my head fell back.
He kissed and sucked my neck as his fingers continued to stroke my sensitive buds. My breaths became quick gasps, as my body fervently responded to his assault.
His lips trailed downward, before closing around one nipple. My back arched off the bed, as he gently sucked on the tender peak. I bit my bottom lip, struggling to hold back. I wanted to make him stop, capturing his lips and begging him to fuck me hard.
Shit. When did I turn into such a hussy?
He switched breasts, his hand picking up where his mouth left off. 
“Mmm.” My nails dug into his biceps, and my teeth nearly pierced my bottom lip as he remained focused on my breasts. My pussy got wet, and my womb wound tighter with each pass of his tongue against my delicate flesh.
He moved back up to seize my lips. I laced my fingers around the back of his neck, holding him to me. “Do you have any idea how beautiful you are in the throes of passion?” He brushed his lips against mine again, his tongue gently tasting me. 
“Not as beautiful as you.” I ran my fingers through the back of his hair. 
“Objection,” he smirked, his eyes dancing with amusement as his stare intensified. 
“This isn’t a court room, but I’ll allow it.” I smiled up at him.
“You’ll allow it?” He quirked a single brow.
“Yeah.” My voice was meek and breathless, as he moved his hips, pressing his cock against me. 
“Well, Your Honor, I guess I need to plead my case to you, then?”
I barely contained my laughter. “You may proceed, counselor.” 
“I guess I better make it good.” He reclaimed my lips, plunging his tongue deep inside my mouth with an animalistic urgency. 
A carnal longing surged through me, igniting a powerful explosion when our mouths collided. My hands traveled along his firm chest and across his sculpted abdomen. 
No sooner had he awakened my yearning, thrusting it upwards, than he was all of a sudden moving down my body. His lips feathered tiny kisses along my flesh, tickling my skin, directing my need to wherever his lips touched. 
He started kissing my soft belly as he hooked his fingers on the waistband of my pajama pants and included my panties. 
My heart skipped a beat, uneasiness crawling through me, swatting away my desire. He was about to see the biggest part of me; he was about get his first glimpse of my large thighs, my plus-size pussy and my extra wide hips.
“Um,” I panicked, grabbing his hands to stall him.
He placed a final kiss above my belly button before peering up at me.
Shit. I stiffened. Looking down at his lean build hovering over the heaviest part of me was sobering. I was at least three times his size. How could he find me attractive? How could I ever fully let go, knowing he didn’t find this attractive; otherwise, he would have dated curvier women. 
My bedside lamp was always on when I wasn’t sleeping. It cast a warm glow throughout the room but unfortunately lit the space well enough to highlight my every imperfection.
As much as I wanted Ty, I didn’t know if I could face him during this level of intimacy. 
Chapter 6
TYLER
I watched her carefully, studying each emotion as it crossed her face. Fear stood out most of all. She was scared. Damn, didn’t she know I was just as afraid?
Anxiety was making my heart nearly climb out of my chest. I was just waiting to hear her to tell me to stop. I was waiting for her to deny me and this was distressing. I wanted her too bad. I wanted her more than I thought I did when I walked through her front door. Kissing her, tasting her, and seeing her breasts rising on her chest formed a knot in my stomach. My cock was rock hard, the potent need to penetrate every inch of her sweet pussy bringing me to my knees.
Fuck. If she was able to bring me to a halt, that had to mean she didn’t want me as much as I wanted her, because damn, there’s no way I could have stopped myself at this point. The only power I feel like I have is controlling the number of times I make her come before claiming her. It was fear and love, both, that held me at a slower pace…turning on the pressure within me to make it good for her and have her begging for more. It was hard to believe I had just been brought to my knees when I was now hopelessly succumbing to euphoria. 
I needed to make her forget all her fears for a moment. I really needed to ease her mind and help her relax, so I could make her feel good. I wanted to make her feel damn good.
I crawled back up over her, taking her lips. It only took a minute of tasting her and seductively teasing her mouth before she finally let go of my hands. I pressed my body firmly against hers and framed her face with my hands. “Let me take care of you, baby.”
Her lips became still, her breathing halted. I felt her heart pounding against her chest. “What if you don’t like what you see, Ty?”
“Impossible.”
She swallowed hard, taking in an unsteady breath. “What if you don’t?” she pressed, pain mangling her words.
Damn it. I hated that she was suffering; I hated that fear was inhibiting her like this. The only way I could erase it was to prove it was unfounded. “Won’t know for sure until you at least show me.”
She opened her eyes, focusing on mine. Her eyes were dark with grey woven between the brown of her irises. They reminded me of tiny storms brewing, like the storm that swept my heart nearly seven years ago.
Bobby McCallister had just asked Olivia on a date, in the middle of the diner with everyone watching. He wasn’t the best looking guy in town, but he wasn’t the worst either. Everyone knew he’d been nursing a crush on Libby since high school though. It should have come as no surprise that he finally found the balls to ask her out.
But that’s not what caught me by surprise. It was the jealousy and rage that had consumed me, tightening in my chest. My hands had balled into fists in my lap, and I remember glaring at him like he was a dirty rat.
Olivia had looked around the diner at everyone watching. I knew she was too nice to turn him down publicly. She wouldn’t humiliate anyone like that, even though half the town mocked her sexy curves.
Sure enough, she agreed, and I saw red the rest of that week. I’d even sat on her parents’ sofa with her dad, encouraging him to clean his gun as Bobby arrived.
Libby had looked breathtaking, like a hell of a lot more than some twerp deserved. I guess that was something I was still struggling with, why fear snaked through me right now. I knew I wasn’t the golden man she deserved. I knew I wasn’t the best she could get, but curse my selfish heart for not giving a fuck. I loved her too much. I was willing to risk everything to be with her…including our friendship.
Luckily, Libby only went on that one date with Bobby which kept me from having to break his jaw. It was the first time I was forced to truly evaluate my feelings for her; it was the first time I had to admit to myself that I was falling in love with my best friend.
Chapter 7
OLIVIA
I looked into the depths of his confident eyes. “Let me prove my love for you, Libby.”
My heart skipped. “I’ve never doubted your love for me, Ty; just whether you could love my body.”
He kissed my forehead, my temple, my cheeks and my jaw. He brushed his lips down my throat, over my chest and nestled a tender kiss in the valley between my breasts. He stopped long enough to settle his lips on the side of each breast, while his fingers masterfully tweaked my nipples, kindling my desires yet again. He continued his trail over my cushy upper stomach, rimming my belly button with his tongue before stopping at the waistband of my pants.
He stared up at me, his eyes never wavering as he boldly slipped his fingers beneath my panties and began to peel away my clothes. 
I held my breath, afraid to avert my gaze, yet equally apprehensive to watch his reaction.
He slid back, taking my pants and hipster panties with him down my legs and over my feet before throwing them carelessly on the floor.
My heart quickened, pounding in my chest, as awareness licked every exposed inch of my plus size frame. 
Slowly, his attention focused on my body. 
I closed my eyes, turning my head away.
I felt him kiss each ankle before shedding my layered socks. A shiver crept up my spine; instinctively, I wrapped my arms around myself.
“Open your eyes, Libby.” He voice was soft yet commanding.
He kissed his way up my legs and reached my tubby thighs. I gasped as he nudged his shoulders between them, forcing my legs apart. When he started kissing my inner thighs, my head started spinning, and my lungs refused to expand. 
“Libby,” he cooed.
I squeezed my eyes shut even tighter. 
Abruptly, he moved away. Just like I thought. He may have loved me, but he just couldn’t love my body. To each their own; everyone has their distinct preferences. Hell, I couldn’t fault him for his.
“Libby!” His voice was firm, commanding. I was taken aback by the way he bit out my name. “Open your eyes right now.” I felt his breath on my ear. His voice turned low and menacing, with a teasing hint. “Unless you want me to spank that pretty ass of yours...”
My eyes flew open. I was shocked to see him standing beside the bed, leaning over me.
Shit. He’s gonna run.
“Much better.” He smiled leisurely, but his eyes seemed to pierce my soul. “I believe I still have a case to prove.”
I shook my head. “You don’t have to prove anything, Ty. I’m not mad.”
“What is there to be mad about?” He stood tall, crossing his arms over his chest as he stared down at me with a bewildered expression on his face.
I fidgeted, wishing there was a graceful way to slide beneath the covers. But they were tucked high beneath the pillows my head rested on. I couldn’t even grab the sides for partial protection.
“I’m waiting, Your Honor.” His eyes sparkled with mischief, as he continued the charade. Even though I knew Ty would never make fun of me, that didn’t erase my unease.
“I’m not mad that you don’t like my body.”
His eyes tapered to dark slits, his lips pinched firmly. He leaned in close, his arms falling on both sides of me, caging me in. “You’re sorely mistaken, counselor. Now I’m ready to prove my case.”
I shrieked as he leapt onto the bed in one fluid motion, landing perfectly between my legs. His hands snaked around my thighs and hips, anchoring me in place. His fingers were just long enough to reach and spread my lower lips, exposing me even more and making me feel entirely vulnerable. 
Excitement and panic battled within me. My pulse skyrocketed as anticipation became a knot in the pit of my womb.
“Beautiful.” His mouth began to devour me. His tongue eagerly entered my pussy, carnally tasting my desire. He pulled back, nipping at my outer folds. “Beautiful and tasty.”
I damn near swallowed my tongue as he zeroed in on my clit. My nipples strained, my breasts ached, and my heart beat erratically; combining with my pulse they formed a fast melodic rhythm that swirled in my ears.
My mouth fell open, my head tilted back as he pressed his mouth to my sensitive nub. Pleasure shot from my core, propelling me upwards faster than my mind could process. Erotic shockwaves mingled in my womb, spilling primal need between my legs. 
He passed his tongue over my clit, drawing it back and forth across the tiny bit of flesh. My nerves were on fire as sensations overwhelmed me. Awareness filled every pore on my body and lightning zapped every nerve.
My breath caught in my throat, as one hand moved away from my hip. A moment later two fingers slid deep inside me, curling up to stroke my tender walls. He withdrew his fingers, before relentlessly pressing them back inside me. My hips bucked; my mind muddled as pleasure converged at my center.
His lips grazed along my inner thighs as his fingers continued to fuck me, slow and sweet.
I moaned as he bit my thigh the moment his digits plunged back into me.
He lightened the touch of his lips. “You have no idea how beautiful you are right now.” His fingers slid back to my entrance. “Your lips are swollen and succulent from me kissing you so hard; with your lips parted like that, it makes me want to shove my cock between them. Your breasts are gorgeous too, so tempting when your back bows off the bed. Your soft stomach and curvy hips make my hands anxious to explore. You don’t know how bad I want to manhandle your luscious body right now.”
“Your thighs…I can’t stop thinking about how good they’re going to feel wrapped around me as I fuck this sweet pussy of yours.” He zealously pressed his finger forward; shaking me with pleasure as sensations stretched outwards from the place where his fingers teased me. “I love your body, Libby…every last inch of it. It’s not the rail thin frailty I’m used to, and that’s part of why I love it. You put those skinny bitches to shame. You’re body is the feminine ideal; wide hips, a soft stomach, bountiful breasts, plump thighs, a plush ass and a beautiful pussy rounding out your female package. I love you, baby. All of you.”
His mouth pursued my clit, distracting me from my efforts in trying to respond to his amorous declaration. Heady desire flooded me; a potent hunger enraptured my consciousness as he continued pushing me closer and closer to the edge.
My womb felt like it was twisting around itself, my pussy clenched around his thrusting fingers, my clit pulsated beneath the light graze of his teeth, the pressure of his lips and delicious swipe of his tongue across my sensitive bud. My muscles stiffened against ecstasy I was becoming lost in. My back bowed higher off the bed, as my hips pressed firmly against his solid arm. My nipples were painful peaks, begging to be fondled by his tongue, but all of his focus was on my pussy…on my delicate, sensitive pussy.
Without warning, he doubled his efforts on my clit, abruptly throwing me over the edge.
I cried out, as fireworks burst before my eyes; pleasure shot through every part of me. Erotic bliss gushed at my core as my pussy fastened down on his fingers before settling into a rhythmic tremor. I clutched the blanket in tight fists, struggling to breathe through the overwhelming pleasure rocking my body, embracing my flesh and melting my insides.
He milked me, sucking my clit, fucking my quivering channel until the end, leaving me winded and dazed. 
I shuddered as he crawled up me, taking the time to kiss my breasts before claiming my lips. I tasted myself on him as he took command of my mouth. The tingling was soft at first, but built into electrically charged prickles joyously zapping my skin, heightening my awareness of him pressed against me. The pleasure was still washing through my heavy limbs.
I wrapped my arms around him. I couldn’t get enough of him.
I shoved my hands between us, grabbing at his pants. Feeling my way around the waistband; I found the button and fumbled with it. 
He growled, taking over. He broke away from my lips and wiggled his body over me, kicking off his pants and boxers. In no time flat, he was rubbing his hard shaft between my wet folds.
I groaned against his mouth as the head of his prick teased my sensitive clit. A steady wave of pleasure concentrated in my center as he continued to rub against me.
I dug my nails into his biceps, vigorously gripping his muscles as anticipation furled low in my stomach.
He kissed my cheeks, moving to my jaw and down my neck, never losing his rhythm as he torturously glided his cock over my nub, wracking my bottom half with sensations that sent me climbing once again. He plucked one ripe nipple into his mouth, eliciting a moan from me.
I pushed up into his delectable mouth, rotating my hips against his shaft below.
He switched breasts, patient enough to take his time with me; patient enough to turn me into the needy nympho I suddenly felt like. He scraped his teeth along the valley between my breasts, taking my other peak back into his mouth.
Need weighted on my body, tightening my muscles…twisting my womb into a bundle of yearning that craved to unfurl, wanting to be set free.
I needed more.
His hands slid beneath my back, tugging me to him, arching my position on the bed even further. This new angle had his shaft hitting a powerful new nerve ending. I fought against the moan steadily building, literally biting my lower lip as he suckled my breasts. 
I couldn’t believe I was going to do it. I couldn’t believe he’d carried me to the point where I wanted to surrender my dignity and pride, especially after already achieving a marvelous climax. 
“Please, Ty.” I wiggled in his arms.
He lifted his head, winked at me and descended upon my other breast.
Fresh sensations shuddered through me, overwhelming me. I grabbed his hair, tugging at the roots. “Please, Ty. I can’t…I need…” Fuck. Since when can I not form a proper sentence?
His eyes sparkled devilishly, as he smirked at me, releasing my aching breast. “Told you I’d make you beg.”
I grimaced. “Not nice.”
He moved back up, planting a kiss on my lips. “I’m about to make you feel real nice, baby.”
“I thought you were doing a good job of that already,” I muttered.
He chuckled, kissing my neck. “Good to know.”
Chapter 8
TYLER
Damn I didn’t think I could hold out another second. My cock just being near the heat of her pussy had me damn near spilling my seed. She was so soft, so warm. I never ran out of places to fondle and kiss and taste.
“What would be good is if you got on with it.” She wrapped her legs around me for emphasis. 
I loved her sass.
I stared into her brown eyes, ensuring she saw the sincerity in mine. “Just remember, you asked for it.”
I aligned my cock with her entrance. Feeling her liquid desire coat the head of my dick chased away what little control I was still able to muster. I slammed home, hitting her cervix.
We both cried out as pleasure consumed my core. Her walls squeezed my cock, massaging my shaft with urgency. My balls drew up, tighter, as my groin constricted. Fuck, she felt like heaven.
I tightened my hold on her, drawing our bodies flush as I began to thrust in and out of her hot pussy, unable to be gentle any longer.
Her nipples raked my chest; her breathy cries cracked my heart open and sent my desire skyrocketing.
No woman had ever felt so good to me, sounded so sweet and tasted so perfect. I could easily commit to loving her curvaceous body for the rest of my life.
Her heels dug into me as she fought against the weight of my body to meet my force. Fuck, she was beautiful. Her hair fanned out; her skin was dewy, glowing from her orgasm still. Her hands slid over me, her nails scraped along my flesh, keeping me grounded.
I sped up, pummeling her pussy. Pleasure filled my shaft, pinching my balls firmer and wrapping my groin snug. 
She moaned, her head angling back, her arms flying over her head. She tried to use the bed as leverage to push into my quick drives.
My muscles compressed, my body readied itself. I didn’t want to leave her behind though. “I want you to come with me, baby.” I captured her lips, punctuating my words with a kiss.
Her features twisted; she appeared to be straining, just as I was straining to hold back.
Need crushed my groin; her taut channel drew me closer and closer to the climaxing with each stroke.
Knowing she needed more, I abruptly sat back, pulling her with me. She hooked an arm around my neck as I secured her at the waist. I stretched my legs out in front of me, immediately situating her onto my shaft in my lap.
We groaned together, as her weight helped carry her pussy down on my cock, swallowing it within her soft folds. “Touch yourself, baby.”
We both moved in unison, the new position whipping me with tension, dangling me over the edge. I was so fucking close.
The moment her hand flew between us, caressing her clit, I captured a single nipple.
“Oh, fuck!” she yelped, her lips parting beautifully.
I increased my speed, slamming up into her. Within seconds, I felt her pussy contracting around me as she cried out. It was my freedom call.
I unleashed my desire upon her, throwing her back onto the bed and fucking her harder and faster. By the third stroke, I was spilling my seed inside her, marking her as mine.
Sweat licked my brow as total satisfaction spread through me. Heat touched my shaft, relief warming my balls. Sweet. She was so sweet.
My lungs struggled to expand; my mind was still reeling from the sensations of erotic bliss blanketing every inch of my body. My muscles loosened, relaxing into a gentler rhythm as her pussy continued to sooth my satiated cock.
I left kisses all over her breasts, her chest, her shoulders, her neck and her jaw.
She placed a hand on each side of my face, sliding her fingers over my short hair. Her breathing was equally labored as she leaned up to kiss my forehead. It was a heartwarming gesture, a simple show of her love.
My heart nearly burst from feeling her all around me. She was so giving…she was so beautiful. “Did I win the case?”
She laughed, playfully narrowing her eyes at me. “Depends. What does it mean if you win?”
“That we’re exclusive, and no other man can touch you.”
“You’d be willing to give up blonde bombshells for me?”
It was my turn to narrow my gaze on her. “Hmm. Seems I didn’t present as good a case as I should have. Maybe I ought to make you beg again.”
“No!” She latched onto my biceps. “You win!”
I chuckled. “I’m glad you see it my way.”
I focused on her. Our laughter died down, solemn serenity taking its place. I caressed the side of her face. “I love you, Libby.”
Her eyes got glossy as she gave me a coy smile. “I love you too, Ty.”
I snuggled into her. “Do you love me enough to make a new batch of hot chocolate?”
“Only if you love me enough to add more wood to the fire and turn on National Lampoon’s Christmas Vacation.”
“You’ll make popcorn too?” I lifted a brow, pursing my lips.
“Deal.” She smiled.
My heart soared. I should have done this years ago. Why did I wait so long? Why did I even bother waiting until Christmas? I should have done this the first week I left. I knew immediately that I was going to suffer until I saw her again, and I did…everyday.
Chapter 9
OLIVIA
Ty kissed me again before getting off the bed. He offered me a hand to help me up, immediately propelling me into his chest. “By the way, I’m staying with you until it’s time for me to leave.”
I’d been on a high. I’d finally found what felt like true happiness for the first time, until those words came out of his mouth.
I stiffened in his arms. “When is that?”
“The day after Christmas, I’m afraid.”
I wrapped my arms around his waist, pressing my face into his chest. Damn. As soon as I had him, he was leaving. I swallowed hard, brushing my lips against his pecks before leaning back to gaze up at him. “I guess we should enjoy every moment then.”
He breathed a sigh of relief. I didn’t realize he’d been holding his breath.
He held my face close tenderly, piercing me with his eyes. “I’ll come right back for New Years and turn in my resignation at the start of the year.”
“You fought hard for that position. That firm has an excellent reputation. It could break your career if you leave.”
He shook his head negatively. “I’m sure I can talk Walt into taking on a partner. He’s getting close to retirement age, and as the only lawyer in town, he has to realize the young lawbreakers will need a replacement.”
I considered his words. I didn’t care what he did, as long as he was happy. “Are you sure you won’t regret it?”
“I could never regret anything with you, Libby.” He always knew how to make me smile.
“Let me get dressed, and I’ll go make you some hot chocolate and popcorn.”
His eyes glittered, his smirk turned devilish. “No clothes, baby. I want to be able to touch, lick and suck you anytime.”
“But I’ll be near a hot stove. I could burn myself.” I pouted.
He frowned, pursing his lips. “Alright. But wear something skimpy.”
“I don’t know if I own anything skimpy.”
“Hm. Looks like I’ll have to change that.” He kissed my temple and changed the subject. “I’ll be stepping out for a few hours tomorrow. Do you need anything?”
I shook my head. “I’m good.” I’d already purchased his Christmas present a few weeks ago. I’d gotten him a nice watch to wear with his fancy work attire.
He smacked my ass, molding his hands to my big cheeks. “Then get dressed, and I’ll see you in the living room.” He sauntered off to find his jeans. He pulled a pair of blue boxers from within them and slid into them.
Damn, he had a nice ass. Perfectly round. The muscles of his legs protruded as he maneuvered into the underwear. 
“Like what you see?” He glanced back over his shoulder at me, flashing his signature smirk as he winked.
“Always.” My voice was husky. 
“It’s all yours now, baby.” He wagged his brows before walking out the door.
My pulse sprinted as I tried to wrap my brain around everything that had just happened. I’m Ty’s girlfriend now. We had sex. Holy shit! I was Ty’s girlfriend now…and we had sex…amazing sex…sex that still had my body tingling. 
I shook myself, moving to my dresser. I pulled out a pair of pale pink billowy shorts that barely covered my rear and the matching baby doll shirt. Hopefully these were skimpy enough for Ty, despite covering the important parts. I grabbed a pair of white tube socks, unsure of whether the fire and Ty would be enough to warm me without them.
Holy cow. I’m Ty’s girlfriend…and we had sex. That revelation twirled in my mind the rest of that evening, even when he made love to me again later that night.
Chapter 10
Christmas Day
OLIVIA
I rolled over. My heart panicked when I didn’t feel Ty beside me. I was already used to his warmth, comfortable with his hard body being pressed against some part of me. 
I opened my eyes and sat up. I smiled when I saw the hand written note beside me on the bed.
It’s present time!
Love you, Ty
I wrapped the blanket around my naked body and padded towards the living room. I looked around, but didn’t see him. I glanced towards the kitchen, but it was empty too.
“Down here, baby.”
I followed his voice to the tree. I smiled wide at the sight of him. He was lying naked beneath the tree, aside from a bow on his chest and a Santa hat that was strategically placed over his cock; it was standing up surprisingly well for a floppy piece of material with a fuzz ball on the end.
I walked towards him, giggling as I got closer. “Do I even want to know what’s beneath that?” I sat down on the floor beside him, tucking the blanket beneath my arms.
He leaned up on his elbows, his face barely missing being marred by the lower branches of the tree. His eyes sparkled as he peered up at me. “Take it off and find out.”
“Why do I have a feeling you’re up to something, Tyler Russell?”
“Because you know me.” He beamed.
I laughed. “True.”
I looked down at the hat, grabbing the white puffball on the end and lifting it up off of him. My hand was shaking; my heart stammered as the light fell upon a diamond ring…sitting perfectly on the head of his cock. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.
“Marry me, Olivia. Make me the happiest man alive.”
That’s when the tears spilled. My throat tightened as my heart bounced erratically in my chest. He was asking for forever…with his best friend. I nodded emphatically. “Yes!” 
He smiled wide. He wagged his brows as his eyes challenged me. “Take it, baby.” He bobbed his cock. 
When the ring didn’t move, I knew he was up to something. I frowned, quizzically.
“I may have dabbed my cock with a bit of melted marshmallow to make it stick.” He winked.
Laughter burst from me. “Only you would propose with a ring stuck to your cock with food.”
He pulled me down on the floor beside him, tossing away the blanket. “I was hoping to be your present. The ring was just a bonus.” He moved the red bow from his chest to mine.
“Oh really?” I called on my high school drama skills, hardening my tone as I cut my eyes at him.
“Please?”
“My, my, how the tables have turned.” I smirked.
He scooted across the floor, out from beneath the tree. “Just for today.”
“Uh huh. We’ll see about that.” I climbed on top of him, kissing him all over. I trailed my tongue along his collarbone before capturing one if his nipples in my mouth.
“Holy fuck!” His eyes shot open wide, locking on me. 
I nibbled the sensitive peak, enjoying every second of his reaction. I could see why he liked doing it to me so much. I fed off of it. I got a thrill from seeing him squirm beneath me, struggling to control himself.
I switched sides, claiming his other nipple between my lips. He began grinding his teeth, clenching his jaw as his hands conformed to my ass.
I pressed the red bow back onto him, before slithering down his body, breaking away to settle between his legs. He looked down at me, eagerly, watching me with an intense gleam.
I extended my tongue, swiping over the tip of his cock. The sugary sweetness of the marshmallow remnants hit my taste buds, making my mouth water.
He hissed, his hands fisting and his nostrils flaring.
I gave him the closest thing I could to his own signature smirk before sucking him deep into my mouth. His hips shot off the ground, forcing me backwards to avoid swallowing the ring.
I released him and the ring fell freely into my mouth. I sat upright and pulled it from between my teeth. I sat, staring at the ring; it was a stunning princess cut diamond with smaller stones lining the top half of the band. “It’s beautiful.”
He sat up in front of me. “Like you.” He took the ring from my grasp and slid it on my left ring finger.
At the sight of his straining cock out of the corner of my eye, I laughed. “You know, we can never tell anyone the story of how you proposed.”
He cradled me as he settled my back against the floor. “Every couple should have at least one naughty story for themselves.”
“I guess that’s one way to look at it.”
“Of course, you may be more interested in the naughty story after I put the ring on your finger.”
“Why’s that?”
“Because you teased me, baby. I think it’s only fair that I do the same in return.”
Excitement swelled within me. “You wouldn’t.”
“Only because I love you.” He kissed one breast, and then the other.
“I love you, too.”
He seized my lips, carrying me with him into forever, filled with love, laughter, children, and plenty of naughty stories.
***
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Dear Reader,
I hope you enjoyed Ty and Libby’s story. For more information on this title and others, please visit my website at: www.christinlovell.com
I wish you an abundance of laughter and love this holiday season...and perhaps a few naughty memories of your own with a special someone.
Merry Christmas, Happy Kwanzaa, and Happy New Year!
~ Christin
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